 Carol seeped into her navy blue covers, the light gazing at her with gentleness. Don’t grab the book, Carol, don’t grab it, she thought as she reached for under the pillowcase. Please just resist, she thought as she touched the book with her cold fingertips. The clock read 1:42pm, a truck or two zoomed outside but other than that, it was silent. She grasped the book, regretting it yet once again. The berry blue shining from the book light looks like Azure blue. She opened the dusty cover to the bookmark on page 201. She once again as she usually did, started to read at the beginning  of the page. 
"The late-evening sun, spreading across the bay and behind the island, lay before him. Esteban had already turned and saw that the shore he had left, his shoes and the sandwich he had brought to the water’s edge, were too far away for him to reach. The dolphin 
 sensed it as well, and the two of them swam, Esteban with some difficulty as his arms tired, the dolphin with ease, through the dark waters, toward whatever was on the island. Esteban had heard stories about treasures being buried there, about exotic birds, wildflowers, and even the graves of hermits who had lived there. He didn’t know for sure, but he did know that he would reach the island after so many times trying. And even if no one believed him, he would know that the dolphin would have seen him and that maybe, just maybe, all the dolphins in the ocean would know as well. In the morning, if all went well, he would try to return to the shore from which he started. In the waning light he could still see the shadow of the dolphin as it swam ahead. Would it be there in the morning to help him back?  
 The next morning, he woke up starving with a pit in his stomach like a seed of a mango. He was freezing from the long swim and the limited amount of protection he got that night. The least he could find was a big leaf that he covered his torso with as he fell asleep,the dolphin  watching him the whole time. But this morning, he woke up to see the dolphin gone. He felt lonely and abandoned like a dog in the streets. He looked around and saw wonderful things.  All of the stories he heard were true; none of them being false. There were birds he had never seen before, gold laying in random piles by rocks. Hermit shells littered the beach like the cans of soda that washed up on the shore back at home. Wildflowers sprouted everywhere in the bushes, their golden yellow petals gleaming in the bright orange sunlight. The brown insides are getting  covered in bright black and yellow bees. I gathered bright green coconuts and cracked the cover open, drinking the insides. Suddenly, two gray, white dolphins sprouted from the dark sea, chirping loudly." Carol didn’t understand. She read this verse 2 months ago the night she bought it. Why was it showing up again? She then took her shaking hand and turned to the next page. Unlike many times before, there were words on this page that stood out like they had just been written. She also saw that there were only 2 more pages left which used to be almost 100 blank pages left. She started to read from the top of the left page. 
 "Esteban walked over to the dolphins with a coconut in his hand. The dolphins who seemed to look angry, unlike last time when the dolphin looked calm and pushy. He looked around, trying to see what was causing them to be angrier than a monkey without a banana. One of them jumped out  of the water and splashed the dark blue liquid all over me. Something was definitely wrong with them. I searched the perfect tan sand for crabs that may anger them. I found nothing but little diamonds, which shocked me out of my bones. I suddenly had an idea. I thought about what may have been on the island, a big banana tree, and the island suddenly shook. As soon as the shaking started, it stopped, leaving a humongous banana tree sprouting in the soil. This island literally made dreams come true. I dreamt of a device that helped see what was wrong with things and 
 grabbed it out of midair as I started to run to the shore. I pointed it at one of the red eyed dolphins and it showed why they were angry. It said that they were furious about me being on the island and exploring the place.  I was confused though because these dolphins are the ones  that led me to the island. I walked closer to the shore and one of the dolphins bit at me. The startled me stepped back with a terrified gleam in my eye. Suddenly I was attacked from behind by a monster of some type with scales, clawing at me and trying to drown me in the shallow water.  Pushing the creature from my chest was hard, but I managed to do it. I tried to look at what that creature was, but as soon as I got my face out of the water, the creature was gone. Yet the dolphins were still there, splashing water in my face and squeaking louder." 
 Carol finished the page, shocked at how this story was turning out to be. There was only one page left of the book. Before continuing on, she got out of her bed and trugged to the old fridge in the kitchen. She opened it up and took out a clear, clean, regular bottle of water. The fridge closed and she trudged back to her room. She took a deep gulp of the refreshing water and set it beside her on her nightstand. She then adjusted the light and positioned the book on her lap. The last page was tinted brown with rusty corners like it was made in the 1500's . She looked at the top of the last page and started to read again. 
 "Esteban decided he needed to get off the island as soon as possible and start to make his way back home to the sandy shore where his brown pair of shoes and his probably molded sandwich. I imagined a little, simple, tiny wooden raft on the island next to him and it appeared. I grabbed it and went to the shore where the dolphins had moved away from to a dark half underwater cave. He placed the wooden raft onto the shallow part of the water and pushed it off. I ran after the raft, his feet sinking in the wet sand each step he took. I kept running faster into the water, getting more deep in the liquid each step I took. I finally tried to leap for the speeding raft, but I missed by inches and it sped ahead without me. As the speedy raft sped ahead, I noticed something weird. It seemed to shake violently the farther away it got from the island. A blue and red tinted raft appeared to be coming from beside the wiggling raft, like I was seeing a different dimension of it. Then, when the ocean turned from shallow and light colored to deep and ocean blue, the raft disappeared. 
Nothing made on this island could leave.
I thought to myself, what am I going to do now? A raft would disappear as soon as it touched the deep side but would if there was something like a motor in the boat? Would if I thought of a small car engine with something to propel it forward without the need of human hands pushing it?  It may work because the raft was only going as fast as I ran on land. I imagined harder than I had ever before and it worked. The island shook, alerting the two angry dolphins, and made the exact same boat I thought of appear. It was a simple canoe with a small car engine in the back and a tinier propeller underwater right where the engine was. I also decided in my brain to give it some detail like a bright, carrot orange stripe and a shining, glittery sail just in case someone spotted me. I jumped on the makeshift boat and tried to figure out how to start the engine. 
 After a while of searching, I saw a small cord with a small hoop at the end of it hanging out of the engine. The curious me decided to pull the string a little and I grabbed the hoop. I pulled and the engine made a furious pur, not what I had thought would happen. The boat propelled  forward , the dolphins noticing me and chasing after me, screaming like banshees. I held on to the side of the canoe, praying for dear life. The boat started to do the blue and red thing again, nearing the end of the shallow part of the island. I pulled on the wire more, hoping it would  go faster. The dolphins swam much faster than regular dolphins would, almost like a swordfish. As I neared the end of the shallow part, the canoe shook rapidly like it was in a tycoon. The canoe crossed the border and started to completely disappear. Fearing that I might disappear with it, I readied my legs at the front of the boat, ready to jump when needed. Suddenly, the boat shook more than the other times and was almost gone. I jumped with all of my strength, sending me flying through the air as the canoe suddenly stopped and disappeared. I flew in the air for about 15 seconds, seeing the beautiful view of the shore and the island. The dolphins stopped at the border, red eyes disappeared, and went underwater. I started to near the ocean waves and curled up in a ball. 
  I seemed to hit the sea at hundreds of miles per hour and tumbled in the water. I swam up to the wavy surface and sprouted like a flower in a piece of soil. I gasped for air, shocked at what had just happened. Then, I started to celebrate. I pumped my fists in the air yelling woo hoo and  and swimming in a circle. I suddenly stopped and started to swim to the shore about 100 meters away. I felt my tired feet touch the sandy floor and waddled to the beach. The second I touched the dry sand, I cheered and danced, happy that I made it out alive. I grabbed my shoes and the sandwich which was rotting in the sun. I started to walk to my raised house on the grass just before the shore. The second I entered my house I promised myself one more thing."
  Carol read the last sentence out loud. 
  

“Never go to that island ever ever again.” 
arol didn't believe it. After all of his try’s, he finally made it, but then promised never to go back again. She sighed in relief as she realized it was over. She was free from its curse. She put up hands behind her head, smiled, then went to bed.




The end.

 